Hate me, or love, my Helen, as you list,
all's one: the course is set, and there's no veering.
I've gambled with my heart and love, not fearing
too much nor hoping, and the die is cast.
But if a soul with changing fever tossed
may guess its fate, I'd say that I am steering,
love's castaway, into the night appearing
before the day of my desire has passed.
And shall I not to suffering inured,
long Errant in love's chivalry, assume
my martyrdom as easy as my shirt ?
For I defy your cruelty, assured
that in the world of pain there is not room
to die again with no heart left to hurt.